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PREFACE. 



For the existence of this little volume no apology need be made. 
The book is the logical outcome of events. The appearance of a 
similar book of prose in 1892, together with the exhaustion of the 
edition of the older collection of verse, created a demand which the 
new Lyrics seeks to supply. 

It has been the aim of the editor to include in the present collec- 
tion representative poems of representative Dartmouth literary men, 
with the view of making the book a faithful exponent of Dartmouth 
literature, past and present. In so far as this end has been attained, 
Dartmouth Lyrics is a success ; if in any considerable degree the 
mark has not been reached, it is a failure. 

The editor desires to acknowledge the courtesy of Prof. Marvin 

D. Bisbee, through which the files of the undergraduate publications 

have been placed at his disposal, and the kindness of Prof. Charles 

F. Richardson, whose scholarly criticism has been of the greatest 

value 

BERTRAND A. SMALLEY. 

Hanover, N. H., November i, 1893. 
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LOVE'S DECEMBER. 

Tell me again that you love me, 

As you did in the spring-time sweet, 
When the blue skies laughed above me, 

And the violets sprang at my feet. 
You kissed my lipi in your wooing. 

My cheek was warm with your breath ; 
But ah I 't was my heart's undoing — 

Your heart was more cruel than death.. 

Glad was the spring with our meeting, 

The summer was golden with bliss. 
Alas, that my joy was so fleeting ! 

That love can have winter like this ! 
In dreams, the sound of your singing 

Again falls sweet on my ear ; 
And in dreams, O love ! I am clinging 

To hopes that are dead with the year^ 
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"WITH FAIR FRENCH FORMS.'' 

With fair French forms, in early days 
By laughing poets lightly sung, 
The sunny air with sweetness rung 

Responsive to their mistress' praise. 

And now the willing reader stays, 
And sweetest strains he finds among 

The books of ancient, curious lays 
By laughing poets lightly sung. 

The modern poets paraphrase 

Old forms, awakened fresh and young. 

And, not bewildered in the maze. 
They play a harp as firmly strung 

With fair French forms, in early days 
By laughing poets lightly sung. 

Ozora Stearns Davis • 
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SONGS WITHOUT WORDS. 

When one in silence long has brooding lain, 
A rush of melody on quivering wings 
Sweeps over him ; and then he fiercely sings 

His heart's own song of rapture or of pain. 

But when the dream has past, and in the glare 
Of open day with calmer brain he reads, 
What seemed like nature's whispered secret needs 

Interpreters ; for naught but words is there. 

Beyond dull words look thoughts ; and thoughtfulness 
Has never seen those hills whose shining height 
Magnificent is glowing in the light 

Of paradise. This, words cannot express. 

William Drummond Baker, 
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THE OLD PROFESSOR. 

He sits among the student throng, 

Holding the text-book in his gentle hands ; 
Above him hang the pictures, brought 

From distant, storied. Old World lands^ 
Of which the book, in hidden phrase, 

Tells with its stately Latin lines ; 
While through the window's narrow panes 

One hears the whispering of the New World pines. 
Before him sit the sons of those 

Who sat before him long before ; 
And these will go, and still he knows 

Others will enter at the closing door. 
A dear old man : his whole life breathes 

Good will and service to the One above ; 
And brave young manhood bends the knee 

To him whose panoply is love. 

Marshall Putnam Thompson. 
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THEOCRITUS, 



THEOCRITUS. 

As those Swiss dwellers in a northern clime, 
A-weary of the winter and its snow, » 

Joyful, when cold and frost begin to go, 

Hail the glad coming of the summer time ; 

Long, o'er their mountain steeps, again to climb. 
To hunt the eagle and the timid doe. 
To pluck wild flowers that in deep valleys grow, 

And drive their flocks home at the vesper's chime : 

So oft, when tired of other Grecian song, 
I hail thee gladly, and with thee alone 

By some Sicilian stream I wander long. 
And hear the shepherds, in soft undertone. 

Piping sweet ditties to a sylvan throng, 

And hear the sobbing southern breezes moan. 

Amos Cogswell Lyford* 
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RISE, WINTER MOON! 

Rise, winter moon, above this low east hill, 
Where lie the white tents of the serried dead. 
The echoless halls of space you calmly tread 

With solemn step and aspect grand and still. 

The harbor bay begins to seethe and fill ; 
I hear the roar of waves from deep sea-bed, 
As, pressing back the rush of tears unshed, 

I gaze from out my cottage window-sill. 

Moon, keep thy peaceful watch with God to-night ; 
Wild, sad, fierce thoughts of love keep watch with me. 
Moonlight, into my vacant bosom glide. 
And by thy influence of majestic might 
Draw my soul upward as thou dost the sea. 

And fill me full with the peace of the great high tide ! 

William Byron For bush* 
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SQUAB FLIGHTS. 

*' Love is eternal," sang I long ago 

Of some light love that lasted for a day ; 

But when the fleeting fancy passed away, 
And other loves, that, following, made as though 
They were the very deathless, lost the glow 

Youth mimics the divine with, and grew gray, 

I said, " It is a dream ; no love will stay." 
Angels have taught me wisdom. Now I know. 
Though lesser loves and greater loves may cease. 

Love still endures, knocking at myriad gates 

That lead to God — stars, winds and waters, birds. 
Beasts, flowers, and men — speaking its sweetestjwords 
At woman's portal, till it finds its peace 

In the abyss where Godhead loves and waits. 

Richard Hovey. 
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THE SUNSET ISLANDS. 

Far off in the western sky, 

In a glory of purple and gold, 
The Sunset Islands lie, — 

A picture of peace untold. 
Thither the burning sun 

Hastes through the cloudless sky. 
When his journey is done 

And the shades of night draw nigh. 



Slowly he sinks to rest 

From the sight of mortal eyes ; 
The world, in darkness dressed, 

In slumbrous quiet lies. 
Sweet melodious song 

Is heard in the stately trees ; 
Gently it floats along, 

Borne on the evening breeze. 
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Softly the tree- tops sigh, 

" This is the land of rest ; "• 
And the sleeping winds reply, 

" The isles of the ever-blest I " 
And my spirit fain would roam 

On that peaceful happy shore, 
There to find its home 

In rest forevermore. 



Herbert Salisbury Hopkins. 
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A TREMBLING YES. 



A trembling yes ! How all my pulses leap, 
With joy and hope awakened from their sleep, 
At that one word ! My life begins to-day. 
For all those long, dark shadows clear away, 
Which fell across my path in darkness deep. 

My own forever I Ah ! swift blushes sweep 
Across thy face, like rose-tints up the steep. 
Auroral skies. A kiss for lips which say 
A trembling yes ! 

The lagging days of waiting seem to creep 
Like years, ere I with thee can laugh and weep. 
And weary oft, in memory's fields I stray. 
To seek for flowers which bloom beside the way ; 
But finding many, only pluck and keep 
A trembling yes. 
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FAINT HEART'S LAMENT. 

She would not take a kiss — a miss 
Whose mouth was sweet with taunting, 

Whose lashes swept o*er rose-lit cheeks 
Where Cupid's flag was flaunting. 

Ah, me ! the golden time went by. 
Her head, half-turned, said plainly 

That wishes such as mine that night 
Were running riot vainly. 

But now — somehow, I 'm sure of this, — 
She would not take a kiss amiss. 

Wilder Dwight ^utnt. 
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ON ROME. 

Prom ths Latin of Hildebert, Archbishop of Tours ^ io$y A. D. 

Once I to idols knelt before an empty shrine ; 

Within my lofty walls a soldier-folk abode ; 
Now, casting down my altars and their gods malign, 

I am the hand-maid of the one all-gracious God. 
Fallen my towers, fallen my many-altared dome. 

Fallen my mighty names (though lives the Roman name). 
Scarce know I what I was; scarce Rome remembers 
Rome; 

Almost my fall hath robbed me of my ancient fame. 
Yet lovelier this lowliness than all my bays ; 

Grander my desolation than my glorious throne ; 
And Peter with the banner of the Cross prevails 

More widely than have royal Caesar's eagles flown. 
The rod that bowed a world, now holdeth hell at bay ; 

From thrones I ruled o'er men, from dust I rule o'er 

• souls ; 

Once, princes of the earth, now of the shades, I sway ; 

Once, cities circumscribed my empire, now the poles. 

Daniel Luther Lawrence^ 
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THE ROSEBUSH. 

From the German of Perramf, 

'Neath a rosebush, sleeping, a young child lies. 
The buds are swelling with breath of May, 
As far away, in her dream-thought play. 

She sports with angels in paradise. 
The years pass on. 

By the rosebush stands in the gladsome morn 
A maiden now, perfume-caressed. 
Her fair hand pressed on her heaving breast, 

By her wondrous new love-bliss o'erborne. 
The years pass on. 

By the rosebush now a mother kneels ; 
The rose-leaves soften in evening's rays. 
While by-gone days, in memory's maze. 

Brim the eyes with the grief a bereaved one feels. 
The years pass on. 



THE ROSEBUSH. 



IS 



Despoiled and lonely, the rosebush moans, 
As the autumn wind waves the rose-leaves all, 
Till withered they fall, in a rustling pall. 

On a peaceful grave that a secret owns. 

The years pass on ! 

Warren Penno Gregory. 
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TO POLLIE CONNB. 

Beshrewe me, thoughe I '"*® forced to^Woo 

Miss Poll, I love Her notte ; 
For all She talkes of ys Wage due. 

Rente, Profit, & all thatte. 

I write to her? Credit me, Noe I 

Toe saye soe were a Fibbe, 
The onlie Wrytinge y* I doe 

Is inne ye lytel Cribbe. 

Frank yohn Urquhart^ 
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THE STORM. 

The thunders crash ; 
And distant rumblings roll along the sky, 
As deep-mouthed organ-tones through high cathedrals fly, 

After the dash 
Of music ceases, and the keys aro still. 
The darkened landscape pauses pulseless, till 

The lightning's flash 
Reveals the boisterous storm, and giant oak trees thrill. 

Now sounds the roar 
Of forest, straining every nerve against the wind ; 
Dead branches groan ; the sea with madness blind 

Lashes the shore. 
How awful is the murky scene, and grand ! 
The billows, pale with rage, slink up the strand ; 

And sea-mews pour 
Wild cries upon the terror-stricken land. 

yohn Hiram Gerould. 
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REVERIE. 

As one, at night, upon the beaten shore, 
Sees, on the heaving bosom of the deep, 
A path of light lead upward to the moon. 
And, drifting through, from darkness into dark, 
Across the lighted pathway of the night, 
A stately ship glide on its silent course ; 
So, through the silver light of fancy's beams. 
Across the tossing waves of Memory's sea, 
Pass forms and faces of the long ago. 
And vanish into nothingness again. 

Philip Edwin Stanley, 
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SLEEP, SWEET. 

Sleep, sweet, 
Sleep ! the night is here. 
Sleep ! the low, clear chime 
Peals the flight of time. 
Sleep ! the rain falls drear. 
Sleep, sweet! 

Sleep, sweet. 
Sleep ! the windows shake. 
Sleep as through the trees 
Softly soughs the breeze ! 
Sleep, as summer lake ! 
Sleep, sweet ! 

Sleep, sweet. 
Sleep ! the time fast flies. 

Sleep, while glad dreams greet thee, 
Sweet, of love to greet thee. 
Sleep ! now close thine eyes. 
Sleep, sweet I 

Barron Shirley. 
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THE WHITE HILLS. 

When Horace sang, Soracte stood 

* Clothed white with snow, 
While lofty spires of dark fir wood 

Waved far below. 
The poet saw, and struck the lyre 

To praise the bowl, 
The maiden's charms, a blazing fire, 

And ancient scroll. 

O could he see you, granite hills. 

Sublimely grand, — 
Where every height with wonder thrills, 

Aloft ye stand, — 
He 'd spurn the yielding velvet couch. 

And bound away 
Where ye, great lions, proudly crouch 

At dawn of day ; 
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And, gazing from your loftiest peak, 

Would drink the wine 
Of bracing air and sights that speak 

Of hand divine. 
Ye bring the message full and clear 

From God to -man ; 
Ye feed the soul with wine more dear 

Than Caecuban. 



Charles Frederic Robinson. 
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FOOLS ALL. 

Learned in Hebrew and Greek is he, 
Skilled in the mazes of history ; 
Answers the riddles put by the Sphinx, 
Sips of the nectar that Wisdom drinks. 
But vain is his wisdom ! — He does n't know 

Whether 'twill snow. 

Or whether 'twill blow, 
Or whether the rift in the rack will grow 
To the blue of pleasant weather. 

Forth on his quest springs Romeo, 
With a rose and a ring and a valiant show. 
Phyllis is waiting ; to-night he '11 tell 
The story his heart has conned so well. 
Vain, fine bravado ! — He does n't know 

Whether 't will snow, 

Or whether 'twill blow. 
Or whether the rift in the rack will grow 
To the blue of pleasant weather. 

Ozora Stearns Davis* 
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MARLOWE. 

The cry of souls that perish in the night, 

The lightning's blinding glare, the pine tree's dirge. 
The solemn thunder of the breaking surge, 
The march of arm^d men, the bloody Bght, 
All these found voice in Marlowe's mighty line. 
He could be gentle as a mother too. 
What pity that the gifted singefr threw 
Such priceless pearls before the senseless swine 
Of lust ! His life-work only just begun. 
To die the victim of a drunken brawl ! 

Who knows the precious thoughts he left untold, 
What deathless fame his genius might have won. 
Had he not blighted in his wretched fall 
The fairest promise of the age of gold. 

Newton Marshall HalL 
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"SUB JOVE FRIGIDO/ 

Merrily the sleigh-bells jingle 

Through the frosty air, — 

Uphill, downhill, past the lair 
Where the merry brownies mingle. 
How the red cheeks tingle, tingle ! 

How the hostlers swear I 
Merrily the sleigh-bells jingle 

Through the frosty air. 

But for me the roaring ingle. 
Dozing warm and cosy there. 
Tipping in the easy-chair. 
While far down the snow-clad dingle 
Merrily the sleigh-bells jingle 
Through the frosty air. 



Richard Hovey, 
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THE GATES OF HORN. 

Sunt geminae Somni portae; quarum altera fertiir 
Cornea^ qua verts facilis datur exitus umbris: 

O silent gates of horn ! 
Tell me, ye sphinx-like faces, 
Where are the weary and the trouble-torn — 
Unheeding^all the soft-winged Sleep's embraces — 
Where are the broken-hearted gently borne ? 
Into what depths and spaces 
Beyond the gates of horn ? 

O shining gate of dreams ! 
Portal of lands enchanted. 
The never broken stillness, round thee, seems 
A happy rest for all the sorrow-haunted. 

Through thy clear panels, on the moon's weird beams, 
Ah ! could I float undaunted 
Into the realm of dreams ! 
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O lands ! O mystic lands ! 
With sunset's life-blood gory ; 
Along thy far extended, gloaming strands, 
The soothing winds waft sweetest song and story, 
And pass, with stately march, the famous bands, 
Bearing their wreaths of glory 
Into the dreamy lands. 



HER PROMISE, 27 



HER PROMISE. 

I quit the dusty way, 
Where the elms uniting sway 

Just above ; 
In deeper shadow there 
Stands the form, so dainty fair, 

Of my love. 

To me, the laughing face, 
With the most bewitching grace, 

Lightly trips. 
I look, pause, reassure. 
Ere I lift a face so pure 

To my lips. 

She says, with smile divine. 
On her birthday she '11 be mine 

Evermore. 
She presses close to tell 
Me her age ; it is — ah, well ! 

Only four. 



Walter Seager Sullivan, 
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THE WHITE HILLS. 

Stern monument of ages past, 

That memory cannot hold, 
Thou speak'st of scenes and seasons 

Time never can unfold. 
Yet in thy bare and jagged rocks, 

Which rise through seas of mist. 
Like hoary sentinels of fate, 

I see the annalist. 

No gentle hand was His which wrought 

Thy form in all its might ; 
No whispering winds didst bare thy brow. 

So lofty and so white. 
Unmoved, unchanged, thou hast stood, 

Through all the flight of time. 
Calm in thy awful majesty, 

Imperial and sublime. 

Edwin Osgood G rover. 
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WAITING. 

And sharp as sword's clash came the one word, " Wait !** 
Wait? He had waited years. The soft-eyed spring, 
Crowned with sweet daisies and forget-me-nots, 
The June, with roses slumbering in her hair, 
The blithe October, with his grape-stained face. 
And winter, with a winding-sheet of snow, 
Had passed him by with tiresome, steady pace, 
Year after year, and found him waiting still. 

O God, 'tis hard to wait I to stand one side 

And see the noisy crowd go battling on ; 

To mark that other hands, less strong than his. 

Grasp the bright crowns that gleam for him in vain ; 

To note the love-light shining in some face — 

A face Madonna-like in its repose, — 

And know that not for him was human love, 

To yearn and long and pray for — ^yet to wait. 

Once he had toiled for gold : had watched the pile 
Of glittering coin grow 'neath his stealthy touch ; 
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Had envied e'en the happy sumnner fields, 
The buttercups that sparkled here and there ; 
Had measured with the yard the rainbow arch, 
And coined his life out till it seemed spun gold. 
And then came loss by flood and field and fire ; 
The storm-winds beat upon his earthly home, 
The red flames crackled 'round his shining store, 
With impish laughter clapping their red hands ; 
And in and through and over all. His voice, 
Saying, *' Be still, and know that I am God ! 
*' This is the end — stand back and humbly wait !" 

Then he had lived for fame : had sold himself 

To what he called " the people." And the world — 

The busy, heartless world that stands one side. 

And claps or frowns as suits its whim the best — 

Cheered on, cried *' Good !" and *' Brave philanthropist !" 

^' This man has packed the truth into a shell. 

Which — look you — now he offers us to crack ; 

We'll give him honors and a seat of state." 

Ah I he had labored nights, and watched the hours 

Creep, heavy-footed, down the halls of time ; 

Had heard the deep bells on the frosty air 

Ring out the hours, and then had gone to rest 

With aching head and eyes too dull for sight ; 
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And all for what ? To see the g^reat wave turn 
And beat him back upon the barren shore ; 
To hear men praise another — ^yes, and jeer 
And call him fool, whom yesterday the fates 
Had seemed to beckon on with waving hands, 
And jeweled hair, and gleams of flashing eyes ; 
And then that word, as if an angel spoke, — 
Solemn, yet not without its comfort, too. 
The peace of that word fell upon him — " Wait !" 

The June was with him. All the summer air 
Was full of fragrance blown from the sweet-brier, 
And rich with melody that ne'er was wrought 
By cunningest musicians ; humming bees 
Rocked in the golden heart of flowers all day ; 
And when the night climbed up the sunset hills. 
Leaving behind her train of silver stars. 
The ghostly moon shone down through linden-trees, 
And God's great peace found rest within his soul. 

And June and roses' and the birds brought love. 
Oh, she was fair as lily on its stalk, 
Or sweet white clover which the zephyr bends, 
With face that soothed you like a low, sweet psalm. 
To mark her saint or else some pure madonna. 
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The June had faded, and the autumn winds 

Rustled the dead leaves round a new-made grave, 

O'er which a marble angel drooped her wings. 

The old, old story, old as death and time, 

The one is taken and the other left. 

While to his heart descend the solemn words, 

" Thy time shall come ; not now, but quickly. Wait !*" 

The slow years dragged along, month after month, 

Week following week ; and each slow-footed day 

Found him the same, yet changed ; the country folk 

Told tales of how much good he did the poor. 

How kind he was, how gently soft he spoke. 

Most often, too, to children, and to those 

Whom grief had touched ; and oftentimes, they said. 

His face was as an angel's, with the light 

That never shone on land nor yet on sea 

About his eyes ; a certain longing, too, 

As if he hoped for something that should be. 

If not on earth, yet in eternity. 

They say his death was like a little child's. 
The snow was hovering in the wintry air. 
The winds were chanting in the leafless trees 
A solemn music ; and as the red sun 
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Sank 'neath the hills, he turned away his face, 
The sweet smile haunting still the kindly lips 
And tender eyes, and cried, '^ At last ! at last 
The watch is over !" and then fell asleep. 



John Adams Bellows. 
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MEMPHREMAGOG IN WINTER. 

O lake, so calm, so beautifully still, 

Stretching for miles on miles thy level snow-strewn floor ! 
Lives there a soul so dull as feels no thrill 

When Luna bathes with light thy forest-skirted shore ? 

Silent thy waters sleep o'er silver sands, 

Empress of all our lakes, thou jewelled diadem, 

Joining the green hills of two alien lands, 
Of each alike the richest, fairest, purest gem. 

Oft have I seen thee, *neath the summer's sun. 
Rolling thy tossing miles of white-caps to and fro ; 

While from the hillsides, plaintive streamlets run 
To find within thy ample breast surcease of woe. 

Oft have I seen the fogs of autumn pour 

Down from Canadian hills black battle-lines of rain. 

While driving mists shut in the farther shore. 

Where Owl's Head threatening looms, majestic, from the 
plain. 
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Changeful thy moods as e'en the sunset's glow 
When the red orb in watery ocean slow is lost ; 

Yet ne'er so beautiful, so grand as now, 

Locked in the icy fetters of the winter's frost. 

Bert rand A. Smalley. 
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IN SUNSET'S DEPTHS. 

In sunset's depths, whose flushes come and go 
Across the silent wastes of driven snow, 
Which tint blue heaven with splendors manifold, 
And change grim mountain peaks to heaps of gold, 
There lies the alchemy man cannot know. 
Although each eve its working he behold 

In sunset's depths. 

In sunset's depths, in which we almost see 
Our fairy castles reared in childish glee. 
There lies for me a stronger, better art, — 
One able, in my weakness, to impart 
Deep sense of strength and hope, inspiring, free. 
Thus lies the source of peace to my sad heart 

In sunset's depths. 

Ozora Stearns Davis. 



O. S. Davis 'Rq 
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THE TOMB AND THE ROSE. 

Prom the French of Victor Hugo* 

Said the tomb to love's sweet flower, 
" Of the dews which morning's hour 

Brings to thee, what mak'st thou, pray?" 
" What mak'st thou," the rose replied, 
'• Of all who through thy portal wide 

Pass beyond the light of day ? 
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Then the rose said : " Sombre grave. 
Of the dews which morning gave. 

Perfumes, honey-sweet, make I." 
Said the tomb : " O plaintive flower. 
Of each soul that feels my power, 

I make an angel in the sky." 



Kent Knovjlton, 
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FAINT HEART. 

My lady fair 
Her golden hair 

Lets fall a-down her shoulder. 
I *d steal a tress — 
She's no redress — 

Were I a little bolder. 

From her sweet lip 
A bee might sip 

Sweeter than rose-leafs savor, 
A kiss I 'd take — 
No cry she 'd make— 

Were I a little braver. 

Her neat, trim waist 
Just suits my taste ; 

Close in my arms I 'd fold her, 
And clasp her tight — 
She 'd feel no fright — 

Were I a little bolder. 
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She 's waiting now 
'Till I find how 

To ask of her a favor. 
She '11 be my wife — 
I 'd stake my life — 

When I 'm a little braver. 



Harlan Colby Pearson. 
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THE LAMENT OF THE LATE RISER. 

'T is dark. It seems 
As if 'twere early morning. 

Half thoughts, half dreams, 
Into my mind are swarming. 

Upon my ear 
A deep-toned knell is falling. 

I wake, and hear 
The bell to chapel calling. 

I rise and dress. 
For haste its sounds betoken. 

My shoe, I bless. 

For now the string is broken. 

I 'm late. A cut 
Is added to my sorrow. 

The chapel's shut ! 
I '11 rise at six to-morrow. 

yoseph Warren Bishop, 
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AN UNWRITTEN SONG. 

It was my purpose days ago 

To write a song to thee ; 
I sought for rhymes that sweetest flow, 

To blend in harmony. 
I wanted words all fair and bright, 

To shine upon the song 
With inward purity and light, 

Which unto thee belong. 

Such words as poets love to praise, 

So dainty, rich, and rare, 
Like dewdrops pierced with sunny rays 

Till rainbow hues are there. 
Unwritten words — I seek them still — 

Fit words are all too few ; 
But when my wish I can fulfll, 

I *11 write a song to you. 



Harrie Sheridan Baketel^ 
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THE BATTLE OF TOURS. 

I heard the roar of battle down the past, 

And vaguely saw, through mists of flying years, 
Huge forms, strange banners, borne along the blast 

'Mid gleaming ranks of spears, 
Squadrons in shining mail, with turbans crowned, 

Long streams of yellow hair and blazing eyes, 
And crimson pools upon the trembling ground, 

And arrow-clouded skies, 
And white arms tossed upon the wailing wind, 

And breasts, where sons of heroes should have lain. 
Go down beneath the horse's hoof — to find 
Rest on a heap of slain. 

And through the dim wide portals of the night. 
Silent and slow the crescent sank, blood-stained ; 

And when the northern trumpet hailed the light, 
The cross alone remained ; 

Its broad'ning shadow stretched across the land. 
Westward beyond the arch of unknown seas ; 
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In its blest shades rise states and cities grand, 

Float priceless argosies ; 
Round rusty cannon children laugh and sing, 
The golden horn of plenty fills and swells, 
And lovers' happy voices sweetly ring, 

Like distant sounding bells. 
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OLD AGE. 

The furrows plowed by nature's share 

Upon the aged care-worn brow, 
Are ever homely, ever fair, 

Emblems of hope, contentment's vow. 

The smile is tempered with a tear. 

The tear is dew from God's own hand ; 

And love beams forth with sacred cheer, 
A halo, pure, transcendent, grand. 

The trembling voice much wisdom tells, 
The faltering steps are but to warn ; 

Yet in the eyes a sunbeam dwells. 
The light that presages the morn. 

yohn Henry Bartlett, 
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A WOMAN'S TACT. 

"A woman's tact" — the graceful, spotless sail 
That shifts all ways to catch the veering gale, 
And yet, unswerving, constant, through the foam. 
Drives the firm keel o'er rough seas to its home. 

Charles Frederic Robinson* 
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THE LONE PINE. 

Far up where towers the barren rocky height 

Of yonder hill, where fleecy cloudlets lie, — 
Where lingers last the slow-departing light 

When sunset glories tinge the evening sky, — 
A sturdy pine stands outlined clear, alone, 

Against the clouds ; nor heeds the icy blast 
Of winter's chilling breath, nor tempest's moan, 

Nor fears the furious whirlwind raging past; 
Looks with disdain upon the pigmy world below, 

Nor asks the tame support of company ; 
Dreads not the rattling hail, nor drifting snow. 

But, trusting in itself, stands firm and free. 

George Charles Selden, 



The Old Pine. 
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LOWELL. 

'' The king is dead — long live the king ! " 
The heralds cry to gathering throngs ; 

And so to-day the sad words ring. 

Our king is dead, but, — live the king ! 

He rules our hearts — long live the king ! 
While still reecho his old songs, 

That still the old-time glamour fling. 

He cannot die — long live the king ! 

His words still live — long live our king ! 
In death, as life, he still rights wrongs. 

Still we above his grave shall sing, 

Though he be dead, long live our king. 

Marshall Putnam Thompson. 
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THE SWEET SERENITY OF BOOKS. 

A sheltered eddy in a river's course, 

Where placid waters sleep through sunny hours, 
While near at haAd the rushing current, hoarse, 

Is wasting in the rocks its waxing powers. 

A quiet corner in a world of strife. 

Hushed in the soft embrace of memories old. 

Where swelling music drowns the din of life. 
And vital beauty stills the greed for gold. 

Philip Edwin Stanley. 
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A DECEIVER. 

Within the shadows of a wood 
I chanced at sunset's glow ; 
A bubbling spring 
Was murmuring, 
And in delight 
A water-sprite 
Was beckoning below. 

" Oh, may I, maid," I madly cried, 
" But kiss thy laughing lips?" 
Then sweetly smiled 
This creature wild. 
And tossed the spray 
In teasing play 
With fairy finger-tips. 
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But soon she nodded sweet assent, 
And kneeling at the brink, 
I sought the place 
Where beamed her face ; 
The false nymph laughed, 
And I but quaffed 
Indignantly — a drink. 



Harry Bingham Metcalf. 
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AY, TRIOLET, I TRY. 

Ay ! triolet, thou art a dainty, tiny thing, — . 

The sweetest fragrance to the smallest flowerlets cling, — 
In thy eight lines a song as sweet I hear 
As those the twilight bird for its own ear 

Sings sofUy in its heart on silent string. 

A single burst of simple song doth spring 
From out thy form, and to my soul doth bring 
The music and the song which for thee here 
I try. 

Teach me thy song, that I may, singing, fiing 
The laurel of thine own sweet music's ring 
Around thy head. A gem thou art, as mere. 
In thy rare crystal form and image clear. 
As burnished diamond, a gem whose praise to sing 

I try. 

JSdwin Osgood Grover, 
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A BALLADE OF GRAVES. 

A tangled wild rose climbs each mound, 
And white and red the clovers pave 

The grass-grown avenues. No sound 
In this enchanted city, save 
The murmuring of winds that wave 

The unshorn locks of grass, the hum 
Of honey-bees holding conclave, 

At last the roll of the evening drum. 

A march on which all men are bound 
Is life, and all alike must brave 

Its heat and burden, whether crowned 
With diadem or fool's cap, slave 

Or king. Let only cowards crave 

Some painless, sweet viaticum 
Against the toil He willed, who gave 

At last the roll of the evening drum. 



A BALLADE OF GRAVES. S3 



Sweet is their slumber, and profound, 

Who here have laid aside the glave, 
And pitched their lowly tents, where round 

Them only now the wild winds rave, 

And only rains from heaven lave 
Their restful couch. This is the sum 

Of joy, to hear, when near the grave. 
At last the roll of the evening drum. 

ENVOY. 

Ye peaceful dead, with this engrave 

Our hearts, too oft to such truth numb, — 

For all men comes, or noble or knave, 
At last the roll of the evening drum. 

Daniel Luther Lawrence. 



54 DARTMOUTH LYRICS, 



THE HEART. 

Prom the German of Neumann. 

Two chambers has the heart, 
And Joy and Pain apart 
Dwell there. 

In one,. Pain slumbers now : 
Bid Joy awake, with brow 
So fair. 

O Joy ! speak light and low ; 
Let Pain no waking know. 
Have care. 



Warren Fenno Gregory • 



N. M. Hall f 
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RICHARD JEFFRIES. 

" How can they manage wiihattt me ? " 

The birds have missed him, and the winds that blow 
The meadow grass — the winds he loved so well. 
Again the spring will weave its wondrous spell ; 

The golden summer days will come and go, 

Above his grave the English flowers will grow, 
But wind-swept downs, the bees, the cowslip bell, 
The flying cloud, the firs — their solemn swell 

His fittest dirge, — they all will miss him so. 

Perchance the hand of God for him unbars 
The mysteries divine of Life and Death ; 
Perchance he walks through fairest fields of light. 
And yet he, too, must miss, beyond the stars. 

The April rain, the spring-time's perfumed breath, 
The dreamy stillness of the summer night. 

Newton Marshall HalL 
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RAIN IN MAY. 

All silent, save a murmur through the leaves, 
Slow, steady dripping from the weeping eaves, 
The robin's quick, glad cry from far away ! 
The mountains fly torn flags of mist to-day, 
And mingle on their sides the blue and gray. 

In robes of brown and green the meadows lie. 
And claim the blessing of the kindly sky. 
Oh ! sweet assurance of the fields' increase ! 
Soft rain of May, bid every tumult cease. 
And grant my soul the blessing of thy peace ! 

Ozora Stearns Davis. 



ON ROBERT HERRICK, 57 



ON ROBERT HERRICK. 

Of hills and vales and dear melodious streams, 

Within whose limpid depths cool shadows lie ; 

How meadow violets reflect the sky, 
And how sweet mother earth with radiance gleams 
And glows for happiness — such are the themes, 

O merry voice, in which thou dost outvie 

The careless birds, that, soaring far on high 
On wings of song, pour forth soft summer dreams 
In liquid melody. Yet dost thou ^ing 

Of love a higher strain. Not with chill art. 
Like one who, from afar examining 

With calm philosophy, still stands apart 
And smiles : its agonizing sorrows wring 

Thy soul ; its rapturous joys consume the heart. 

William Drutntnond Baker, 
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LONGING. 

» 

When thy fair face is far, so far away, 

When all alone I struggle through life's throng. 
And all around me rises cheering song 

From gentle, happy souls, content and gay, 

Who, toiling in the sunlight of the day. 

Find other souls whose faithful love and strong 
Sustains and helps them all the way along — 

When marriage bells sound near me on the way. 

My heart, too> e'er is light, for well I know 
Thy love eternal is for me, for me ; 

Yet, like the undertone of unseen woe, 
Which ever threads the brighter melody. 

Like echo of a sob, distraught and low, 
My soul calls out, " O Love, I long for thee." 

Charles JFrederic Robinson. 
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DRIFTING. 

O sea, thy waves are merciless and wild ; 

Across thy trackless waste no sunshine gleams, 
Nor peaceful moon, with white effulgence mild, 

Filling the night with glory, till it seems 
Only the dawn of a diviner day. 

Thy solitude is one eternal night, 
Whose^blackness is unlit by heaven's ray. 

And on thy billows we, bereft of sight. 
The helpless driftwood of the changing years, 

Rush on ; now side by side upon the crest. 
Now dashed apart amid the spray of tears. 

Never to meet, or from our drifting rest. 
Till all that floats upon the mighty sea 
Reaches the haven of eternity ! 
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TO THE PINE. 

In thy shadow, Ancient Pine, 
Many idle hours I 've spent 
Learning lessons manifold : 
Things the sages never told, 
Things of wisdom, that were sent 
Down from heaven. How divine 
Is thy music, as it bears 

On its waves my errant soul ! 
How I love thy rhythmic roll, 
When I 'm lying, free from cares, 
In thy shadow, Ancient Pine ! 



Robert Argyle Campbell. 
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WINTER BEAUTY. 

Mid-week of mid-winter ! Daybreak ! It is snowing, 

And I look out on my garden from my room, 
Where a six-month since my roses were a-blowing, 

Red and white and tea roses all in bloom. 
Now the snow is falling, falling, still, relentless. 

Everywhere the eye turns, only flakes of snow, — 
Ghosts of summer's rose-leaves, colorless and scentless. 

Come to haunt the gardens where they used to g^ow. 

Ah, the ice-death that has slain the laughing river ! 

Ah, the memories of meadowland and mere ! 
Of the June-snow of pond-lilies lost forever. 

And the roses that were blooming yester-year ! 
There is beauty in this cruel winter, even. 

In this white world where the snowlight shimmereth. 
But the beauty of the summer was of heaven. 

And this beauty of the winter is of death. 

Richard Hovey, 
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SHE SAYETH "NO. 
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She sayeth *' No " — my lady fair — 
And lightly laughs at my despair. 
She quick evades my least caress, 
Nor grants to me a single tress 
From out her wealth of golden hair. 

Yet to her cheeks creeps crimson rare, 
When Lfor her my love declare. 

But while her blue eyes tell me " Yes, 
She sayeth " No. 
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The maid well knows I would not dare 
Try to escape her gentle snare. , 

And, if I really must confess, 

I own I trust her lips far less 
Than her blue eyes beyond compare. 
^\\& sayeth ''No." 

Bertrand A, Smalley. 
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AS YESTERDAY, SO TO-DAY. 

*' I fain would climbs but dare not^ lest I fall J*^ 
So wrote a gallant courtier of Queen Bess, 
In days of ruffs, peaked beards, and regal dress, 

When Faery Queens were dainty maidens all. 
Each to her lover's guess. 

He fain would climb I For what.^ We may suppose 
His quick hand wandered to his jeweled blade, 
Eager for Spain's dark blood, in England's aid ; 

Or else he dreamed to stand within the muses' close ; 
Or loved a maid. 

But dare not I Ah ! his courage failed him then ; 
Yet blame him not o'ermuch. His hilt of gold 
Might ne'er win cherished fame when all was told ; 

The wayward muses frowned upon his upstart pen ; 
The maid was cold. 



64 DARTMOUTH LYRICS, 



And so we live a space, and fain would climb 

Like that gay cavalier in silken hose. 

We treasure up a smile or withered rose : 
Then courage fails. What might be ours in heights sublime ? 

Alas ! who knows ? 

Wilder Dtvight ^uint. 
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HORTENSE. 

[ Wherinne is showne ye craftinesse of her lover ^ 

Hortense is haughtye, and no smile 

She deigns to shedde on me. 
Although I love her to dispaire, 

And serve her faythfullye. 
Each mornynge when ye Sonne first shines, 

I from my couch doe springe ; 
And to her lattice windowe then 

Dew-sprinklede flowerets bringe. 

And when she goeth to ye wode, 

Downe through ye mossie dell ; 
And with her lovelie arms doth drawe 

Ye water from ye well, 
I hayste to follow after her, 

Although she tells me nay. 
And when I tell my love to her, 

She not a worde will say. 
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I toke her lytel hande in mine, 

And quoth full sofle and low ; 
*' Deare hearte, I must needes saye farewell ; 

I to ye warres must goe." 

Straightway her face gat deathlie white, 

" O Cyril dear," quoth she, 
" No we, prithee, doe not goe awaye, 

Forsoothe, I — I love thee." 

Prank John Urquhart. 
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OH! PURE AS SNOW. 

Oh ! pure as snow be heart that sings of her : 

My lips in taking up the strain grow still. 

The thought of her sweet purity doth fill 
Me with its awe. A lowly worshipper, 
I kneel to her, and this request prefer : 

That my love song, though it become her ill. 

May yet be pleasing to her holy will. 
For the dear passion of its chorister. 

So pure is she, with golden aureoles 

The sunlight crowns her, and however drest 
She seems so fair — but weak is my poor pen. 
By night they say she walks among God's souls ; 
By day she leaves the presence of the Blest 
To show a glimpse of heaven's light to men. 

William Byron For bush. 
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ALAS FOR BOTH! 

Down the dusky hillside, tending 

To the old-time trysting tree, 
Came a lover, onward sending 

Thoughts to her he longed to see. 
Vain his tender adoration ! 

Faithless fair ! The shadows dim 
Mock his longing expectation, — 

Nothing there. Alas for him. 

'Neath the pendant branches, swinging 

In the quiet evening breeze. 
Strides another suitor, singing 

Songs of love from over seas. 
Sweetest guerdon of aftection ! 

Smiling fair, a figure trim, 
Lovely past all recollection, 

She is there ; a lass for him. 



Philip Edwin Stanley, 
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THE PARTING OF THE DAY. 

Close in the azure pathway of the sun 
The truant cloudlets throng and play, 
Till, with a parting kiss, the day 

Drops down the sunset slopes. Overrun 

With blushes, like a gray-robed nun 
The cloudlets hang their heads of gray. 
Till all their sun-kissed cheeks betray 

The conquest parting lips have won. 

The drowsy winds scarce lift their heads ; 

With silent gentle breath they strow 
The beauty where the sunlight treads. 

Then melting in a golden flow 
Whose flush the sunset sky o'erspreads 

In glory-drenched and flooding after-glow. 

Edwin Osgood Grover, 
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THE STORM. 

When morning broke, the air was thick with snow ; 
The burdened trees, with branches bending low, 
Were softly mourning o'er the summer fled. 
O'er leaves and flowers forever cold aftd dead. 
The dancing flakes were shouting forth " Heigh-ho ; 
The sombre forests answered back, " Oh, woe ! 
When morning broke. 

Ere evening's close, a welcome glory crept 
Across the silent sky ; the meadows slept 
In mantles white ; the peak was burnished gold. 
And far awav the tattered storm-clouds rolled. 
A freezing wind across the valley swept ; 
The lightened swaying trees no longer wept. 
Ere evening's close. 

Ozora Stearns Davis, 
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HE IS OUR PEACE. 

O Heavenly Father, fold me close to Thee. 
I look up in Thy peaceful eyes to-night 
With naught in mine but an unreasoning fright, 

And nestle like a bird that would be free. 

Then, tired even of this, all wearily 

I shade my face from the too-dazzling light 
Upon Thy breast, and long if I but might 

Forever in this haven cradled be. 

I 

Oh, what is there in the hot streets of life 
Whereon I wander that can give me peace, 

Or where can I lie down, assured of rest? 

Without I hear but noise and din of strife. 

The howl and wail and cries that never cease ; 

Within, the stillness of Thy holy breast. 

William Byron For bush. 
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JAMES WILLIS PATTERSON. 

A grand old man, whose locks of snow-white hair 
But lent a halo to a kindly face, 
That frosty age had kissed with tender grace 

And guarded safe from furrowed lines of care, 

But yestermorn our walk in life did share. 

To-day, with whispers low, from place to place 
With reverent step we tread. Run is the race. 

And victory's crown his laurelled brows now wear. 

Oh, not as shrouded clay beneath the sod 
May we our counsellor and mentor see, 
But rather as the soul at last set free 
From all the sin and shame of earthly clod. 
With blissful throngs about the throne of God, 
To praise His name to all eternity. 

Bertrand A, Smalley, 
May 5, 1893. 
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SONG. 

There 's a song in my soul that is growing — 

A seed, O my star in the night ! 
That was dropped in my heart in the sowing, 

And is struggling for life in the light ; — 
A breeze that is gentle and stilly, 

And has passed through a garden in bloom, 
And is sweet with the scent of the lily. 

And rich with the rose's perfume. 

'T is a rosebud whose petals are blushing 

With its half-hidden longing to blow, — 
A fountain, whose waters are gushing 

From deeps where the spirit-tides flow. 
And as out of a bower of bushes 

A bird unexpectedly starts, 
So the song unexpectedly rushes 

From the depth of my heart of hearts. 



74 DARTMOUTH LYRICS, 



As the bird takes flight through the air 

And alights on a stately pine, 
So flies from me theeward, my fair, 

The song that was mine and is thine. 
For I am the bush-made bower. 

And thou art the stately tree, 
And my song is the bird, O my flower. 

And the bird has a message for thee. 



Richard Hovey. 
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AN ATOM. 

An atom is a little thing, 

As small as small can be ; 
'T is smaller than a needle's point, 

'Tis smaller than a flea. 

I never saw one in rav life, 
Yet, when I was in school, 

I heard it would take two of them 
To make a molecule. 

Just think of something so minute 

That on an inch of paper 
Five thousand million could be placed, 

Along with aqueous vapor ! 

The shape of them was never known, 

Nor was the color either ; 
In fact, that they are all a myth, 

I am a firm believer. 
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ON THE SHORE. 

White wastes of sand ; worn wrecks of weed and shell ; 

The mournful music of a restless bell ; 

White lines of foam that throw themselves to land, 

And crash in vain against the floor of sand ! — 

Resistless force and heartless might, O sea ! 

Thy billowing voices sang, that day, to me ; 

Until a fleck of white, far, far away, 

A sail, half lost within thy deeps of gray. 

Rebuked the thought, and said, " Though wild their sport, 

The winds and tides are bearing us to port." 

Ozora Stearns Davis* 
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MY LADY IN THE GARDEN. 

Out through the blossoms she 's wandering slowly, 

Down in her pathway the apple-blooras fall, 
With scent of the lilacs the air is made holy 

For her who is blossom and queen of you all. 
Cover your heads, and hide in the grasses, 

Lilies that nod so stately and tall ! 
She gathers you up in her hands as she passes, — 

They are whiter than you ; she is queen of you all. 

Kneel ye, pink roses ! She' s found out the treasure 

Of all your sweet incense down here by the wall ; 
Close to her cheek, if that be her pleasure, — 

It is pinker than you ; she is queen of you all. 
We, like the birds in the maple-trees o'er her. 

Follow her footsteps, we come at her call. 
Only with that which is pure we '11 adore her, — 

She, the white blossom, the queen of us all. 

William Byron For bush. 
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AND SO DID I. 

Before the fire, that winter's night, 

None seemed so sweet as she. 
With winning smile, and dark eyes bright, 

And playful repartee. 

The dancing light — as round it flashed — 

To her seemed drawing nigh, 
Her slender waist pressed unabashed ; 

Thus guided, so did I. 

It softly touched her cheeks aflame. 

I scarce repressed a sigh. 
It touched her lips. Dared I the same ? 

Too tempting ; so did I. 

Her ruby lips, half pouting, seemed 

My boldness to decry. 
Pa's step was heard. The flame scarce gleamed. 

Went out — and so did I. 

Isaac Joslyn Cox, 
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THE COW-BELLS. 

Old Winter's joys are many ; keen and bracing is his air, 

Tracing forms of grace and beauty on the window-pane ; 
Yet when days begin to lengthen, and the twilight's shining 
fair, 
I long to hear the tinkle of the cow-bells once again. 
Jingle, jangle, through the tangle 
Of the bramble down the lane, 
Shady trees and gentle breeze, 
Falling waters, breaking seas, — 
How i long to hear the cow-bells once again ! 

Right meiTily the sleigh-bells sound upon my ear to-night ; 
Up the river whirl the skaters, each bound first the goal 
to gain, 
Each nerve with rapture tingles ; — yet, for all the gay de- 

light, 

I long to hear the bell-cow browsing down the brook 
again. 

Tinkle, tankle, round her ankle 
Swirls the brooklet down the lane. 
In the bush the hermit thrush 
Sings his plaint so quaintly lush — 
How I long to hear the cow-bells once again ! 
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When low the storm-cloud hovers, and the wind goes roar- 
ing past, 
When patter on the window dashing, splashing, drops of 
rain, 
Then hearth and light are cozy, but my heart cries out at 
last, 
I long to wander where the cow-bells jangle once again I 
Jangle, jingle, through the dingle 
Sound the cow-bells up the lane. 
Zephyrs blow and sweet springs flow. 
O'er the sky the swallows go — 
How I long to hear the cow-bells once again ! 

Charles Prederic * Robinson. 
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STOLEN FRUITS. 

TRIOLET. 

A kiss is as sweet as a rose, 

When you pluck it in secret, I ween ; 
If you take it when nobody knows, 
A ki«s is as sweet as a rose, 
But the delicate flavor all goes 

To the winds if the taking is seen. 
A kiss is as sweet as a rose, 

When you pluck it in secret, I ween. 



Ozora Stearns Davis. 



82 DARTMOUTH LYRICS, 



TO LOVE, IMMORTAL LOVE. 

To Love, immortal Love, my soul doth cry ! 
Treading this lower plain of woes and cares. 
Vexed with entanglements of men's affairs, 

I search the encroaching mists with eager eye ; 

And beaten down, yet long for wings to fly. 
I yearn with bitter tears and trustful prayers 
To reach that land where play the heavenly airs. 

And the fair vales of holy comfort lie. 

Ah, Lgve is perfect, and he does it wrong 
Who faultily and ignorantly sings, 
Calling on lips profane the holy fire ; 

And so I pray the discords of my song 

May all be soothed by Him who tunes the strings 
To the sweet diapason of God's choir. 

William Byron Porhush, 



IN A UTUMN DA YS. 83 



IN AUTUMN DAYS. 

A tangled thicket by a purling stream, 

A moss-grown nook where yellow sunbeams gleam ; 

A maiden fairer than a poet's dream 

In autumn days ; 
An eye whose liquid depths of deepest blue 
Reflect the promise of aflection true, 
A dainty foot and ankle peeping through 

The twilight's haze. 

A silence eloquent with prophecy, 

A dimpling blush, a low half-smothered sigh, 

Or was it but the wind that rustled nigh 

Our emerald throne ? 
A mutual ecstasy to rapture fanned, 
A shadow stealing over all the land, 
A wandering homeward, slowly, hand in hand^ 

She 's all my own ! 

Bertrand A, Smalley, 
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LUNA. 

After Shelley, 

When young stars sang and the blue vault rang 

In the centuries dim, 
To hail the birth of my sister Earth 

With celestial hymn, 
I leaped with delight from my parent bright, 

I launched me far away. 
And sped apace into airy space 

In maddening, joyous play. 

I pined in tears a million years 

For flaming Mercury bold. 
The strong fierce fire of my great desire 

First languished, grew faint, then cold. 
I, sorrowing, bowed my head so proud 

Upon my sister's breast. 
And hid my woe in a mellow glow 

As our parent sank to rest. 
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A garland fair from the mists of air 

I weave as a festal crown, 
As high in the skies I seem to rise 

On pillows of softest down. 
I lead the stars in their airy cars 

With angel charioteers, 
Through vast expanse in a mazy dance 

To the music of the spheres. 

I peep o'er the brim of ocean's rim. 

With round and ruddy face ; 
To my distant bath, a shining path 

With paving of gold I trace. 
I mirror my dreams in the silver streams. 

On ripple of lake and sea. 
The sweetest notes of mortal throats 

Are poured out in rapture to me. 



86 DARTMOUTH LYRICS. 



I pale on high in the cloudless sky 

When Aurora's car grows bright. 
From heights serene, with silver sheen, 

I smile on the world at night. 
I scorn in mirth all things of earth, 

From mortal greed I 'm free. 
I hear but the beat of angels' feet, 

I shall live for eternity. 

Walter Seager Sullivan. 
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EVEN-SONG. 

With noiseless tread 
The dewy dusk has gently swung 

The flaming red 
And purple gates ; and high among 
The stars the harrest moon is hung. 

Dim clouds of white 
Are chasing shadows past the dell- 

With whispers light 
The little trees above me tell 
A story that I know so well ; 

For oh, behold ! 
The clouds have left a radiant ring — 

A crown of gold ; 
And there in beauty night doth bring 
My love. For joy my heart doth sing ! 

William Drummond Baker, 
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WHITTIER. 

Honest and strong have been the heroes bold 

Whose toil has filled the world with truth and light ; 

In coming years their story shall be told, 
To nobler deeds their precepts shall incite, 
And their example thrill all men with might. 
O Preacher-Poet ! in whose soul unite 
The hermit's cave and Sinai's fearful height, 

A heart so honest and a heart so strong 

Deserve that men against thy name should write, — 

*' A Hero, and a Prince of royal song." 

Ozora Stearns Davis, 
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THE CHANGING YEAR. 

Red as my sweetheart's lips 
Were the nodding heads of clover. 

Deep as m^ true-love's eyes 
The blue sky bending over. . 
All out of doors, both birds and men, were singing. 

The year was springing, 
And so was love. 

The wintry sky is gray 
As the ash of a dying ember. 

The snow falls white to-day, — 
It is the chill November. 
The breeze that sweeps the orchard floors is sighing. 

The year is dying, ^ 
But not my love ! 

William Byron Porhush. 
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ON THE STATUE OF NIOBE. 

With stone the gods once bound my heart, 
And stopped each flowing vein ; 

Praxiteles, with magic art, 
Has made me live again. 
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MATIN SONG. 

When May, her odorous locks unbound, 

Comes floating on the balmy air. 
She scatters snowy blossoms 'round. 

And joy and mirth are everywhere. 

In every bush a songster trills 

Unto his mate a lay of love ; 
And every blade of grass distils 

A nectar from the mists above. 

'T is sweet to brush the sparkling dew. 
When morning's air is full of song. 

Then lovers' hearts thrill through and through, 
And life is gay and hope is strong. 

yohn Hiram Gerould. 
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AN AUTUMN MEMORY. 

With hazy gleam o'er wood and stream, 

The sun is moving down the sky ; 
Through cloudy rifts the glory sifts, 

And tints the fields with changing dye. 

In curving lines the river shines 

Between the hills that guard its way ; 

In stately ranks, along its banks, 
Tall elm trees watch the ripples play. 

Deep silence fills the circling hills, 
In quiet hours the leaves float down ; 

Like fading hopes the maple slopes 

Have changed their hues to sombre brown. 

From vale to steep the shadows creep, 

The landscape softly fades away ; 
Beneath the heights the village lights 

Call home the wanderers of a day. 

Philip JBdwin Stanley^ 
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THE SKULL IN THE GRASS. 

So round and white, in the tangled grass, 
It questions me, and I cannot pass. 

" Now who art thou, so bluff and so brave. 
Without a thought of the quiet grave ? 
We sailed from Hull in a seventy-four, 
My mate and I and three hundred more. 
We took as a prize a Spanish ship ; 
To the fleet of the French we gave the slip. 
A storm came down full of wind and hail ; 
It smote the sea like an iron flail. 
With a forward lurch and a grinding shock. 
The vessel struck on a sunken rock ; 
Her men and her guns and her gaping sides 
Swept by the rush of the swinging tides. 
From the icy shrouds we slipped and fell 
Down to our graves, without priest or knell. 
Now go ! and, perchance, may come for thee 
A death as brave in the angry sea." 

So spoke the skull in the tangled grass. 
When it questioned me, and I could not pass. 

Newton Marshall Hall. 
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"SHE'S FAST ASLEEP." 

She 's fast asleep, and, silent, I 
Behold her 'mongst the blossoms lie. 

She 's careless grown, my lady fair ; 

The gold-brown Iresses of her hair 
Down past her cheeks disordered fly. 

Her parted lips the breath floats by, — 
Her blossom lips, which shape a sigh, — 
I would a smile were resting there ! 
She 's fast asleep. 

I bend above her — who knows why ? 
Oh, would that I had power to try 

What many another man would dare ! 

Down in the pillows, pink so rare. 
Her cheek peeps up — shall I be shy? 
She 's fast asleep ! 

William Byron Porbush, 
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DARTMOUTH HARBOR. 

Year after year the morning light soft lies 

Along Cornwall on wave-beat cliff and scar ; 

Year after year the evening sun afar 
Casts lingering sheen where warring breakers rise. 
Untiring, on swift wing the sea-bird flies, 

While calmly, constant as the gleaming star, 

The river Dart rolls to the harbor bar. 
And mirrors clouds in over-smiling skies. 

Crusaders gathered here in time of old. 

And hence sailed vaunting barks to far Calais, 
' Or toward the western world. Hearts that were bold 
Are silent now, while cliff and tower decay. 

The spirit of the fathers is not cold ; 
But lives the olden faith in us to-day. 

Prederic James Allen. 
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AN AUGUST NOON. 

The swooning meadows lie like summer seas ; 

The landscape reels ; a quivering, ghastly gleam 

Bedims the fields, — as in a spell they seem, 
Save where the red-top rolls with scarce a breeze. 
The mowers, in the clover to their knees. 

Seem threading out the mazes of a dream. 

No sound save, far away, the locust's scream. 
Or dreamily a bird-voice in the trees. 

The cricket's monotone amid the grass 
Is scarcely heard, — a soothing lullaby,— 

And steady drones the summer-sounding bee. 
The mingled notes to sleepy murmurs pass, 
Without a sound floats o'er a butterfly, 
And drowsiness and dreams steal over me. 

m 

Fred Lewis Pattee. 
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TO MY TAMBOURINE. 

Tambourine, tambourine, 
Fairest gift of fairest queen, 
Hanging by thy silken band. 
Gorgeous from my lady's hand, 
There is music in thy bells 
That no tinkling ever tells. 

Tambourine, tambourine. 
Speak of her whom thou hast seen. 
Art has many devotees ; 
Thou hast only one to please. 
Flowers everywhere grow free. 
But thy roses bloom for me. 

Tambourine, tambourine, 
Thou dost love her, too, I ween. 
Thou has felt her gentle touch — 
Who on earth, beside, has such ? 
Thou wilt sympathize with me, 
Parted from her, here to be. 
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DOWN IN THE GARDEN CLOSE. 

My garden walks are bright in the sun ; 

'T is summer, the birds sing gay ; 
The delicate vines o'er the warm earth run, 

And the leaves look up to the day. 
But of all the blossoms on earth's broad breast. 

The fairest flower that grows 
Is the one that stands, the queen of the rest, 

Down in my garden close. 

Down in the garden close 
You'll find a pure white rose. 

Its incense rare 

Fills the dreamy air, 
Down in the garden close. 
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Across the paths drift the dry leaves sere. 

The birds and the summer are fled, 
My plants are dead with the dying year, 

The flowers their bloom have shed ; 
And the queen lies low in a soft, still sleep, 

Safe from the wintry snows, 
But never again will the sunlight creep 

Down in my garden close. 

Down in the garden close 

The wind with a wild wail goes. 

Its chilly gust 

Stirs the soft grave dust, 
Down in the garden close. 



William Byron For bush. 
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A MAIDEN'S KISS. 

A dainty thing, a maiden's kiss, 
So warm and soft and tender, 

It lifts one up to heights of bliss ; 
Vast toil for form so slender. 

A maiden's kiss, so shyly given, 

Ah ! sacred, holy passion, 
To deem thee less than highest heaven 

Were sin of grievous fashion. 

So shyly given — a dainty thing — 
While cheeks rich red are glowing, 

A perfumed breath from angel's wing, 
A rose of love's own growing. 

A dainty thing, a maiden's kiss. 
So warm and soft and tender, 

It lifts one up to heights of bliss ; 
Vast toil for form so slender ! 



Bertrand A, Smalley. 
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NEVER AND FOREVER. 

I stood by the rushing rivef, 

And watched its eddies whirl, 
Where, in its rocky channel, 

The rolling ripples curl. 
And my heart was sad and weary, 

For I mourned a life that was o'er, 
And I said, in my soul's deep sorrow, 

''Ah ! never, nevermore ! " 

Again I stood by the river. 

When years had passed away. 
And watched its whirling eddies. 

And watched its ripples play. 
And my heart was glad within me, — 

For I knew, on the other shore. 
Once more I should be with my loved one. 

Forever and evermore. 

George Charles Selden. 
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TO THE ORIOLE. 

Lightly swinging, sweetly singing, 

In the budding trees ; 
Rapturous song is borne along 

On the scented breeze. 

Golden throated, joyous noted, 

In the bright spring days ; 
Happy creature ! What a teacher 

Of the art of praise ! 

With thy trilling thou art filling 

All the balmy air ; 
Thine is pleasure without measure. 

Song is everywhere. 

Cease your singing, cease your swinging. 

Fly unto your nest. 
Shades are falling, night is calling 

Nature to its rest. 

Herbert Salisbury Hopkins. 
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THE GARDEN. 

Dahlias fill a wondrous garden ; 

Peonies from the land of palms, 
Radiant in their musky splendor ; 

Tulips with their gaudy charms. 
Ah ! for me spring's daffodillies, 
Not the summer's tiger lilies. 

For the gorgeous tiger lilies 

Are the dark-eyed belles of Spain ; 

And the peonies, Eastern maidens 
With their passionate cheeks aflame. 

What care I for tulips slender, 

With their oriental splendor ! 

But within the gorgeous garden, 

In an angle of the wall. 
Where the dew-drops still were clinging 

In a grassy tangle tall. 
There I spied a rosebud hiding, 
In its weedy bower confiding. 
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Modest bud, still fresh with morning, 
You are like a maid I know : 

I will pass those gorgeous beauties ; 
They would stain a breast of snow. 

I will pluck thee ; — go, sweet blossom, 

She shall wear thee on her bosom. 



Fred Lewis Pat tee. 
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ON THE HILL. 

Ah, God ! here, here, Love bade me ope my still 

Shut heart-lips at his nod ; 
And here, in vain resistance to his will, 

I wrestled with the god. 
What man can strive with Love ? Is he not lord ? 

Best conquest is to yield. 
It was a victory to feel his sword 

Pierce through my idle shield. 

I lay here at my queen's feet in the ashen, 

Wan June-light of the moon. 
And sang to her the legend of my passion, 

A strange, forbidden tune. 
The high gods cannot take away the glory 

Love gave me as I fell. 
Nor dim the recollection of the story 

My lips took heart to tell. 
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Her eyes were filled with a divine compassion, 

Like starlight on the sea. 
Sadly she spoke ; and in a blind, dazed fashion 

I listened silently. 
O stern denouncing pine I O cruel ledges ! 

The grey years come and go. 
Only for me no spring-time greens the hedges, 

No violets pierce the snow. 



Richard Hovey. 
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VIOLINISTE. 

Under your rounded chin 

The polished wood of your violin 
Comes lengthening down to your slender hand, 
Where a bit of ribbon (a silken band) 
Flutters and floats. 'T were better planned 

To be under your rounded chin. 

Now from your snowy throat 

Swells on the air a soft, sweet note ; 
And, caught in a perfect chord by the strings, 
Its cadence rises and falls and swings ; 
And I listen enrapt, as the melody rings 

Up from your snowy throat. 

Deftly your fingers go 

O'er the quivering strings, now high, now low ; 
And words that speak from the music start, 
And for me thrill the world in its every part. 
Until I feel that over my heart 

Deftly your fingers go. 

Wilder Dwight ^uint. 
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EVENING. 

To eastward, o'er the green, long shadows creep ; 
The sunlight steals from vales in quiet sleep 
To crown with mellow glow and tints, so deep, 
The distant height. 

The night breeze, rising, hastens on apace ; 
It fans with cooling breath all Nature's face ; 
Low vespers float from quiet dells, through space, 
In upward flight. 

Her trailing robes of light Day closer twines ; 
She sinks in glory o'er the distant pines. 
And from her warm embrace the world consigns 
To arms of Night. 

Walter Seager Sullivan, 
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THE BROKEN BANJO. 

Voiceless lies the broken banjo, 

Breathes its tuneful soul no more, 
Gone are all the days it sang of, 

Gone are all the boys who swore. 

When the banjo loudly thrummed on, 
Roused them from their night's repose, 

That the wretch who thus annoyed them 
Should be numbered 'mong their foes. 

Oh, thou past-recalling banjo ! 

Would I might see, even now. 
Other night-disturbing banjos. 

Past recalling^ e'en as thou. 

Warren JFenno Gregory. 
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"TENDER AND TRUE." 

" Tender and true." So read that Douglas' shield 
Who bore the heart of Bruce from alien field 

Back to his realm, the land of cold and dearth, — 
Fairest to him within the wide world's girth, 
Whose woes it was his glory to have healed. 

Prouder this act of Douglas than to wield 
A realm ; nobler upon his arms annealed 
This fair device than all the boasts of earth, 
" Tender and true." 

God grant that on ray heart it may be sealed, 

And in His grace grant my life, too, may yield 

This surest stamp and print of noble birth. 

This crown and flower of all knightly worth. 

This sum of Christian virtue here revealed, — 

"Tender and true." 

Daniel Luthet 
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ARBUTUS. 

Sweet arbutus, dainty flower, 
Child of April's sun and shower. 

Far in a secluded dell. 

Hid from me who love thee well, 
Sweet arbutus, dainty flower ! 

Thou art like my lady fair ; 

Like her breath thy perfumes rare. 

And thy blossoms' pure pink tips, 

Counterfeit her coral lips. 
Thou art like my lady fair. 

Berirand A, Smalley, 



# 
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THE OLD CHURCH. 

Behind our new church, on the hill, 

The old church used to stand, 
As grim and rough as an old-time saint, 
Stained by age, but never by paint, 

With a willow on either hand. 

A traveller, passing by that way, 

As he looked the edifice o'er. 
With a sense not quite so devout as keen. 
Is said to have murmured, " God's house I 've seen, 

But never His barn before ! " 

William Byron Porbush. 
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CASTLE AND CABIN. 

While the wind roars loud, and the snow-wreaths whirl, 

Happy and proud is my lord the Earl. 

The flame of the fire is red on the wall. 

And banner and scarf make gay the great hall, 

While he cries, as he drinks, "All this is mine ; 

A toast to the peasants who starve by the Rhine." 

While the wind roars loud in the wreaths of snow, 
There is hunger and sorrow, pain and woe ; 
No flame dances bright on the peasant's wall. 
No banner or scarf save his dead child's pall ; 
And he cries, as he weeps, "All this is mine ; 
A curse for the Earl who feasts by the Rhine." 

Marshall Putnam Thompson. 
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AFTER THE RAIN. 

Over the mountains' soft mantles of blue, 
Racks of white cloud by the sunshine shot through ; 
Spring's waking glories o'er valley and plain, 

After the rain. 

Over the heart steals the sun-light at last, — 
Shadow and storm from the landscape have passed ; 
Gladly the soul sings in respite from pain, 

After the rain. 

Ozora Stearns Davis. 



i 
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THE LOTUS-EATERS. 

• 

This is a land of dreams. The hills are gray 

With haze, and silent streams glide on with slow 
And placid current. Ocean's ebb and flow 

Sounds dead and passionless from far away. 

The star-lit nights are voiceless, till the day 

Shoots quickly from the sea. Dreamy and low 
Is nature's speech. Such is our world, and so 

We live in peace, nor work, nor love, nor pray. 

When first we came, we loved this dreamy land, 
And love it now ; yet sometimes, as to-day, 
A breeze brings us across the rippling deep 

A chill of keen remembrance. Up we stand. 
While glazed eyes grow fearful, and we say, 
" O God ! torture us not, but let us sleep.'' 

William Drummond Baker, 
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DARTMOUTH SONG. 

All hail to thee, ancient Dartmouth ! 
All hail to the green and white ! 

All hail to thy sons, 

The loyal ones, 
Who are bearing the brunt in the fight I 

They are making a name 

That the trump of Fame 
Shall resound from the topmost height 

Of mountains grand, 

To the farthest strand, 
Where the sun-kissed spires of the Great West stand, 
Till the length and the breadth of our glorious land 
Own the sway of the green and white ! 

All hail to the grand old college ! 
All hail to her sacred halls ! 

On her emerald sod. 

Like the blessing of God, 
The sun's soft radiance falls ; 

While from yon gray tower. 

At the midnight hour. 
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The bell's- rich cadence calls, 
To marshal the hosts 
Of illustrious ghosts, — 
Shades of great men who here held but humble posts, 
dld-time heroes, whom now old Dartmouth boasts, — 
All hail to her sacred halls ! 

All hail to the new Old Dartmouth ! 
All hail to the green and white ! 

All hail to the men 

Who, with brain and pen. 
Have directed her course aright ! 

For many a year 

May her echoing cheer 
Start the hawk in his lofty flight ; 

And through coming days 

May our loving gaze, 
As it seeks Old Dartmouth through memory's haze. 
Find her crowned with the victor's wreath of bays. 
Twined fast with the green and white ! 

Bertrand A, Smalley, 
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BEHINDE YE ARRAS. 

Gauntleted hands have thrust ye backe, 
Have roughlie made thy foldes to quake ; 

And thy quainte figures, golde and blacke, 
Have caused to bow and swaye and shake, 
Fantastic Arras. 

A white-jowled knave with poniarde brighte. 
With stealthie treade once soughte thee oute. 

And lurked behinde thee in ye nighte, 
Whilst ghostlie shadows flocked aboute, 
O grislie Arras ! 

Once, soe ye ancient legende goes. 
In ye gode days of bluffe olde Hal, 

A noble knighte, hard pressed bye foes, 
Founde in thee safetie from them all, 
O cunning Arras ! 
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This morn, when no one else was nighe, 
Before ye men-at-armes awoke, 

My Ladye, from her lattice highe. 
Dropped down a littel perfumed note, 
O silente Arras ! 

And when ye birdes have gat to sleepe, 
My Ladye Anne will meete me here, 

When first ye moonbeames 'gin to peepe ; 
And now I waite her cominge deare, 
O lovelie Arras ! 



jFrank yohn Urquhart, 
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AT THE CLUB. 

When a pretty maiden passes 
By the window down the street, 
Cards and billiards lose their sweet ; 

Conversation on old brasses 

Languishes ; up go the glasses : — 

*' Nice complexion ! " *' Dainty feet ! 

When a pretty maiden passes 
By the window down the street. 

Smith forgets the '' toiling masses," 
Robinson, the fall in wheat ; 
All the club is indiscreet. 

Ah, the wisest men are asses 

When a pretty maiden passes 
By the window down the street ! 



9) 



Richard Hovey. 



R. A. Campbell '( 
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VALENTINE SONG. 

Dearest, let these roses 

In their purity, 
Be a present symbol 

Of my love for thee. 

Underneath the blossom 
Thorns are sure to grow ; 

Take heed lest you touch them, 
They would pain you so ! 

Ah ! my faults like thorns are, 

But cannot they be 
Hidden 'neath the flower 

Of my love for thee ? 



Robert Argyle Campbell. 
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IN UNLIKELIEST PLACES. 

I looked for the fair-fringed gentian 

In the haunts where once it grew, 
But I found no trace in the likeliest place, 

Though I searched till the falling dew. 
So back I turned to the city. 

And was nearing the busy throng. 
When the waning light revealed to my sight 

The flower I had sought so long. 

I was weary and full of disquiet ; 

I longed for the highest and best ; 
And I failed to find, in the friends once kind, 

An answer which gave me rest. 
But there came to me in my trouble 

A friend I had cast aside. 
And I thought of the day when the dusty way 

Could give what the field denied. 

Henry Hildreth Piper, 
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THE GUIDE-BOARD SPEAKS. 

( The guide-board is hanging in the room of a sophomore, surrounded by 
signs, handkerchiefs, and other souvenirs of his conquests.) 

An honored place of old was mine, 

Beside the highway standing ; 
Four miles, I said, to Thompson's Mills, 

And six to Bowker's Landing. 

The weary traveller on the road. 

To me his thoughts addressing, 
Found out the way to Thompson's Mills, 

And gave his heart-felt blessing. 

I loved to see the children pass, 

And hear their artless prattle. 
The lumbering stage-coach and its load. 

With many a jounce and rattle. 

The deacon on his way to church 
Looked up with friendly greeting. 

Two lovers at my mossy foot 
Once had their place of meeting. 
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But now I hang in durance vile, 

The butt of jests and slander ; 
That I, who showed the way so long, 

Should to such nonsense pander ! 

I long to hear the song of birds, 

And catch the breath of clover. 
Alas ! my hopes are all in vain. 

My usefulness is over. 

EPITAPH. 

An honored place of old was mine^ 

Beside the highway standing, 
jFour miles ^ I said ^ to Thompson's Mills ^ 

And six to Bowker^s Landing, 

Newton Marshall Hall. 
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AT THE TRYSTING-PLACE. 

Above the hills, the eastern hills, 
There 's a threat of the rising moon ; 

And the night's fair queen 

With a silver sheen 
Will gladden the dark land soon. 

Above the hills, the white light fills 
The vast, star-studded dome, 

Then, into sight, 

A disk of light. 
She swings from her eastern home. 

And through the trees, the evening breeze 
Sings a welcome to greet the light. 

Furious and long 

Is the rasping song 
Of the cricket minstrels of night. 
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Rise higher, O moon, alcove the hills ! 

Sigh softly, O evening breeze ! 
My throbbing heart with longing thrills 

As I wait beneath the trees. 

Crickets, chirp low ! Her haste is slow ! 
Now, over the meadow, I see • 

A queen in white : 

In the growing night 
My love has come to me. 

Ozora Stearns Davis, 



H. B. Metcalk 'g.i. 
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OUR COLLEGE CLOCK. 

The merriest potentate am I 

That ever turned a hand : 
I make the moments hasten by 

With absolute command. 
I emulate no heavenly sun 

Nor earthly satellite ; 
My wheels their sportful races run 

As fancy may invite. 

What care I for the needs of men? 

My subjects are the hours. 
I grant them respite now and then 

From their eternal tours. 
They own the right to exercise 

The veriest of ease ; 
For I maintain that profit lies 

In going as you please. 
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Sometimes for sport I throw my hands 

About, as in distress. 
'T is fun to hear my human friends 

Solicitude express. 
And then I work the college bell, 

And call the people out : 
Sometimes they realize the sell, 

And swear a bit, no doubt. 

But, safe enthroned above them all, 

I thrive with Father Time ; 
He serves my bidding and my call 

With gracefulness sublime. 
The years will hasten quickly by. 

But e'er my rule shall stand ; 
The merriest potentate am I 

That ever turned a hand. 

Harry Bingham Met calf . 
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SONNET. 

On that sweet morn when we stood face to face 
And I looked deep into those lustrous eyes, 
My heart bowed low. For all the light, that lies 

In thine own queenly purity and grace 

Shone forth. An(f then I cried in doubt, '* The trace 
Of low thoughts in my life thou wilt despise. 
I am unworthy." But with slow surprise. 

As one would wake from dreams to find the place 

Around him glorified, I heard the voice, — 

That very voice which thrilled me through and through 
But yesterday, — saying again, '' My choice. 

For life or death, forever is in you." 
And I am couiited worthy to rejoice 

In such a love ! O heart, can it be true ? 

William Drummond Baker. 
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A MILL PICTURE. 

Her wrinkled face is gazing 

Through the tangle of the looms, 

Where the belts and twisted gearing 
Make a net-work in the rooms. 

Does she think of fair Killarney? 

Does she dream some old love tune 
Is singing through the shuttles 

In the mill this afternoon? 

Do the long white walls grow misty ? 

Do the years troop fast away ? 
Does she smell again the clover 

As it dies among the hay ? 

Is there still a bit of glamour 
Of her youth about her head ? 

Does she long for old companions 
Who are numbered with the dead ? 
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So the superintendent wonders, 
As he sees her through the looms, 

Where the belts and twisted gearings 
Make a net-work in the rooms. 

Marshall Putnam Thompson. 
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A THREAD OF GRAY. 

Is there a time from thoughts of sadness ftee ? 

An autumn cricket pipes his dirge in May, 
And ere the spring-time fades, on some lone tree 

Are yellow leaves to whisper of decay. 

This morn I found a single thread of gray 
In golden locks once bright as autumn's moon. 

Has spring-time fled, and has the bright hey-day 
Of morn and gladness faded into noon ? 

Oh ! what were life, should love and joy be cold ? 

But what is love, wljen happy youth is dead ? 
So I am gray, so I am growing old, 

And happy youth forevermore is fled. 

Alas, we had our joys and they are dead : 
There is no time from thoughts of sadness free. 

For vespers come ere matin psalms are read, 
And gentians bloom ere spring-time violets flee. 

Fred Lewis Pattee. 
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WEDDED. 

Birds are singing in the closes, — 
Singing for joy of June. 
Scent of English violets 
Mingles with the mignonette's ; 
And the garden 's red with roses, 

When the glad brown thrushes croon, — 
Thrushes crooning in the closes 
All this rose-sweet June. 

Rarer joy than yours has found me, 
Birds of the rose-sweet June ! 

Maidenhood with Maytime ended ; 
Love, the strong one, o'er me bended. 
And with orange blossoms crowned me 

In the hot, sweet summer noon. 
Rarer joy than yours has found me, — 
Love's year has its June. 



Richard Hovey, 
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THE FRESHMAN'S SOLILOQUY. 

f wonder who that man can be 

Now coming near ! He seems to me 

Like one who holds within his hand 

The sun, the moon, the planets, and 

Maintains this little world of ours 

Obedient to his sovereign powers. 

What stately mien and look has he, 

Compared with men of less degree ! 

That must be " Prex," or some great Prof. — 

I think I' 11 take my hat quite off. 

A Voice, 

Oh, no, young sir, 
You greatly err ! 
It is the college carpenter. 

* 

Ozora Stearns Davis. 
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THE LOON. 

On wooded height the slanting light 

In glinting, gleaming radiance falls, 
And softly sifts through opening rifts 

That cleave the fog-bank's hazy walls. 
The splendor thrills from purple hills, 

And lights the grassy circling swell ; 
But, hist I awake I From off the lake 

The loon's wild cries, with sprite-like spell, 
'' Ke-woi-o ! Ke-we-oi-o ! " 

In bluest sky the fleece clouds lie. 

In floating fancies slow unfolding ; 
The village spire is tipped with fire. 

Reflections bright from golden moulding. 
While close around, in slumber bound. 

The roofs of modest mansions rise. 
The silence breaks I From off the lake's 

Unrippled reach, the loon's wild cries, 
" Ke-woi-o ! Ke-we-oi-o ! " 
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" Oh, tell me why," I weary cry, 

'' A world so peaceful, fair, and pure, 
Must still be rife with crime and strife ? 

Why sin and sorrow must endure? 
Why labor's slave, whose spirits crave 

Such beauty, ne'er can steal a glance ? " 
My sole reply, the loon's wild cry. 

Again returned in echo's chance, 
" Ke-woi-o ! Ke-we-oi-o ! " 

George Charles Selden. 



Dartmouth Kai 
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DARTMOUTH HALL. 

Gray, grim, forbidding, stands old Dartmouth hall, 
A century, through rain and wintry air, 
The sport of tempests wild ; once brave and fair, 

Towering among the buildings, large and small. 

That clustered round it, stateliest of them all. 
Now gone its prestige, and its outlines square, 
Its gloomy corridors, its well-worn stair. 

Are scorned, — its outward glory past recall. 

But still among the depths of that dark pile 
Old recollections linger, sweet and grand ; 
A history's traced on every wall and floor, 
Along those alleys old-time spirits file, 

At every corner ghosts of great men stand. 
And crowds of ancients throng at every door. 

Kent Knowlton, 
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SONG. 

The music passed upon the breath of night ; 

But when on crest and crag and silver sea 
Were blazoned golden tints of morning light, 

A sad, sweet harmony remained with me ; 
As when remains, from lark in rapid flight, 

One note that melts the soul to melody. 

I walked upon the beach at eventide. 

When vesper bells were chiming far away ; 

The gentle heaving of the waters wide 

Was like to that within my breast ; but they, 

Meseemed, my hope and strong desire defied, 
And with their rolling deeps cut off my way. 
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Yet she that sang the song of yester-eve, 

And poured, with trembling accent, her full heart 

Upon the raptured air, O waves, believe, 
Is true, is true ; nor ocean deep can part 

Our lives, nor hopes allure, nor fears deceive. 
Relentless Fate, all powerless thou art ! 

Prederic yatnes Allen, 
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AFTER MANY DAYS. 

Back in the dear old village, 

Again in the sleepy town. 
O ! that our hearts might pillage 

The pleasures that there o'er-drown 
The soul till it knows no sorrow : 
O I could our breasts but borrow 

The quiet of cap and gown. 

O ! for the tears and the laughter 
We mingled in days that are dead. 

Joy that comes no more after ; 
Tears that never are shed. 

Then living was loving and pleasure, 

And we drank it deep without measure, 
And the sob of our sorrow soon fled. 
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We are back in the peaceful quiet, 

Where we dreamed four years away ; 
Once more where Nature runs riot, 

And the pleasures of youth hold sway. 

O I take us and sing us to slumber 
As of old, with delights without number, 

Which scatter your joyous way. 

Edwin Osgood Grover, 
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VILLANELLE. 

. vaoai S* oure TreC^C ^'^'^ ^^v eupot^ 

i^ ^^Tizsp^opiiJDV d-ymva daufiaray 6d6v, . 

Fyth. X. 
evOa 

vdffoq wxeavidec: 

a^pai TtepiTzviottrtv^ avBsfia dk )^poffoo ^Xiyet x. r, A. 

Olymp. II, 

Not overland the fath^ so Fate decrees^ 
That leads to earth^s Hyperborean rest^ 
Nor over seas. 

Thus sang the bard whose honeyed lips the bees 
Had destined eloquent and lordliest ; 
Not overland the path ^ so, Fate decrees. 

The mystic fruit of the Hesperides 

Men shall not find far down the golden west, 

Nor over seas. 
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• They dream a dream, a broad highway to ease? 
A path to peace to soothe their anguished breast ; 
Not overland the path, so Fate decrees. 

But elsewhere seek the wisdom and the peace 
Of piou6 souls. Not here 's the heavenly quest, 
Nor over seas. 

And to the isles where-round the ocean breeze 
Blows breath of golden blooms, isles of the blest, 
Not overland the path, so Fate decrees, 
Nor over seas. 

Daniel Luther Lawrence. 



144 DARTMOUTH LYRICS, 



EN ESPAGNE. 

Where rugged hills divide the smiling sky, 
And pour their rivers toward the Middle Sea, 

A stately castle, fair, and strong, and high, 
Keeps every door ajar to welcome me ; 
From every turret float my banners free, 

Above the sunny slopes where vineyards lie. 

No smiting storm disturbs that valley's calm. 
Entrancing music, flowing from those halls, 

Has power to fold the wings of wild alarm. 
Disperse the shadow that from failure falls. 
And still the pain which care from weakness calls, 

And bring for wounded pride a healing balm. 

A castle built in Spain ! But well I know 
That stern necessity will take the key 

Ere Andalusia's breeze on me can blow. 
Lock fast the carven gates I may not see ; 
Tear down the banners streaming there for me, 

And hush the mighty music's silver flow. 
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Myself it was who reared those walls in Spain ; 
. And he who builds may easily destroy. 
Must I, an humble slave, endure the reign 

Of tyrant fate, and let him steal my joy? 

Myself will dash to earth my castle toy, 
I '11 still be lord in Spain, though lord in vain. 

Philip Edivin Stanley, 



146 DARTMOUTH LYRICS. 



A TRIO OF TRIOLETS. 

I. 

The triolet with lightsome rhyme 

May cheer a lonely minute. 
It ne'er may rise to heights sublime, 
The triolet with lightsome rhyme, — 
But it may serve its little time, 

Though there be nothing in it. 
The triolet with lightsome rhyme 
May cheer a lonely minute. 

II. 

She gives me a kiss 

For each verse that I write ; 
The dear little miss, 
She gives me a kiss. 
Did ever such bliss 

The poet requite? 
She gives me a kiss 

For each verse that I write. 



A TRIO OF TRIOLETS. 1 47 



• III. 

The little bow of ribbon white 
That in my desk lies snugly hid 

Recalls old scenes of gay delight, — 

The little bow of ribbon white ; 

For from fair Annie, laughing sprite, 
I stole it while she gently chid, — 

The little bow of ribbon white 
That in my desk lies snugly hid. 



Kent Knotvlton. 
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AT EVENTIDE. . 

At eventide — when 'thwart the western sky 

The mellow glories of the sunset lie 

Like some huge conflagration's ruddy flush, 

Or maiden's cheek, deep dyed with crimson blush 

Of new-born love — ^Ah, fair to poet's eye 

Is earth, — close wrapped in twilight's holy hush 

At eventide. 

At eventide, though nature gently stills 

Her myriad voices, all ray being thrills 
With sad, sweet memories of a buried past 
That lives but in my bosom, guarded fast 

As watchful pine trees guard yon granite hills ; 
Memories, each sweeter, sadder than the last. 

At eventide. 
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At eventide, though gusty passion wrings 
Wild strains from out my own heart's tortured strings, 
Yet when the sunset's crown of golden sheen 
Fades faint and fainter, and no more is seen. 
The thought that thus grief fades sweet comfort brings, 
While shadows lengthen o'er the village green 

At eventide. 

Bert rand A, Smalley, 
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AT VESPERS. 

Across the fields from the maples tall 
The growing shadows, which slowly fall, 

Are black and cold. 
The winds that howl through the leafless trees 
In restless tumult, and break and freeze, 

Are strong and bold. 

The sky is lead, with a flush of red 

That deepens eastward and fades o'erhead ; 

The land is sear. 
With ceaseless moan from the forests bare 
A dirge is borne through the crisp, clear air, 

For the dying year. 

A softened swell from the vesper bell 
Steals o'er the land, and that all is well 

It seems to say. 
Now peace is deep, and the wild winds sleep ; 
A western star shall a close watch keep, 

0*er the dying day. 

Ozora Stearns Davis. 
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THE PICKET'S SONG. 

Softly, comrades, they are sleeping, — 
Since the morning, oh, how long has been the way I 

Though we sleep not, we are dreaming 

Of the days when steel was gleaming 
And when rifle clashed with rifle in the fray. 

But the army now ia sleeping ; 

We are but the pickets, keeping 
Ward and watch before the camp till break of day. 

Softly, comrades, they are sleeping, — 
They, the muscle of the North, the Nation's stay. 

Some, when shell and death were flying. 

In the Southland we left lying, — 
They were sleeping when their comrades matched away. 

Now the Northern ranks are sleeping. 

We, the few, are pickets, keeping 
Watch and ward until the breaking of the day. 
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Softly, comrades, they are sleeping. 
And we watch them while the slow years steal away. 

One by one, to rest we *re going, 

For our eyes are heavy growing ; — 
There is silence o'er the camp-ground erst so gay ; 

For the Northern ranks are sleeping ; 

We are but the pickets, keeping 
Watch and ward until the breaking of the day. 

I^red Lewis Pattee. 
May 30, 1 891. 
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TO A PORTRAIT OF DANTE. 

We 're told 't was hut imagination's flight 
That led thee once, O bard of gift divine, 
To gates that evil spirits close confine, 

To realms beyond the reach of heavenly light, 

Where dwells the kingdom of eternal night. 
But on that worn and harrowed brow of thine 
Hath haunting terror traced full many a line 

That vague and ghostly fancies could not write. 

No phantoms such as troubled dreams descry 
Have left on thee this ever-constant spell ; 
But on thy forehead and thy ghastly face. 
Vast horrors, clearly seen with fleshy eye, 
' Some real vision of an actual hell, 

Have left deep marks which naught can e'er erase. 

Kent Knowlton, 
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.THE NIGHT OF MAY. * 

O press me to thy bosom soft and white, 
Thy bare and pulsing bosom, night of May ; 
Thy maiden breath will thrill this pain away. 

O drown me with thy perfume, press me tight 

For I am sick and weary of the fight, 

For dark unrest has claimed me for his prey, 
Ambitious hell has robbed me of my day^ 

O breathe on me thy breath, mysterious Night. 

Stay with me, holy one, forever nigh, 
O let me lie forever on thy breast ; 
I feel a passionate thrill in every vein 
Beneath thy breath. Stay, stay, O do not fly ! — 
The burning day will give me to unrest, 
And on thy beating heart I feel no pain. 

Fred Lewis Pat tee. 
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GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 

O rarest flower of English spring I 

That blossomed e'er the hill-side snow 

Had taught the rivulet to flow, 
Or larks their lilting songs to sing ; 
While dead and brown the leaves yet cling 

And April winds their dirges blow, 

And all was but a passing show, 
Save thine own song. O beauteous thing ! 

Thy simple music, sweet and strong, 

Is blown like honey-breath of befcs 
The distant centuries along ; 

Still fragrant, though blown over seas 
Of time and laureate English song. 

Edwin Osgood Grover. 
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DIE LACHE UND DAS SCHLUCHZEN. 

Roaring and fighting, 

The round turrets smiting, 
Eric the Red loves the sound of the gale ; 

O'er his battles he's laughing, 

As he sits slowly quaffing, 
Blowing the foam from his flagon of ale. 

Soughing and sighing, 

Like breath of one dying, 
Frega, his wife^ hates the sound of the blast ; 

O'er her boys she is crying. 

For their bodies ar^ lying 
Slain in the battles of days that are past.- 

Marshall Putnam Thompson. 
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THE FIRE SOUL. 

I sat by my fire in the night, in the night, 
The darkness grew deeper around me, 
The last faint gleams of the flickering light 
Faded out of my sight, into night, into night. 
And the spell of revery bound me. . 

When sudden I saw in the vanishing light 

A phantom hovering o'er me ; 
It wavered an instant in its flight, — 
Then faded from sight, into night, into night. 

And left but the darkness before me. 

And yet so swift and sudden its flight. 

So deep the shadows before me, 
I knew not whether a beckoning sprite 
Had glimmered white, in the night, in the night. 

Or only a thought sped o'er me. 

George Charles Selden, 
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BANQUET SONG. 

Comrades, fill the banquet cup 

Brimming up ! 
Fill it full of love and laughter, 
Claret lips and kisses after, 

Crowa it with a maiden's smiles, 
And the foam of. magic wiles. 
Drink it, drain it, clink your glasses. 
For the. love of loving lasses 
Ere it passes! 

Fill again the banquet cup 

Brimming up ! 
Overflow it with the roses 
Which her timid blush discloses ; 
With her sparkling eyelight sift it, 
Till it flavored is ; then lift it. 
Drink it, drain it, clink your glasses. 
For the love of loving lasses 
Ere it passes ! 
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Comrades, fill a parting cup 

Brimming up ! 
Flood it in your praise's zest, 
For the uninvited guest ; 
'With her charms and graces fill it, 
Touch the lips and heart-ward spill it. 
Drink it, drain it, clink your glasses, 
For the love of loving lasses 
Ere it passes ! 

Edwin Osgood Grover, 
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HARMONY. 

I set my trembling heart at tune with Thine, 
To play upon its silent throbbing strings : 
The sweetest anthems that my spirit sings 
Are those the fullest of the breath divine. 
Let but my feeble harp below combine 

With Thine, which hymns the purest, holiest things^ 
My soul with strains of heavenly music rings. 
Because Thy song is feebly sung in mine. 

And though, while chanting at my very best, 
Compared with those serene immortal notes 
My weaker tone, harsh and discordant be. 
And only crudely, humanly expressed, — 

Like the lark's song, I know it upward floats 
To heaven, because inspired alone by Thee. 

William Byron For bush. 
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